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keen, the idea would enter his head that such and such
persons had not above one blanket on their beds, or
that they had gone, without anything to warm^their
vitals, to the chill damp attics where they slept. Then
he would stamp about the house, collecting warm
clothing and blankets, bottles of winr, and any food
he could find in the larder, and laden with them,
attended by a servant, go forth on his rambles, and
knock up the cottagers, that he might put extra
blankets on their beds, or cheer them with port wine
and cold pie.
The following graphic description of one of these
night missions is given in the words of an old workman
named Vinson.
It was a very cold night in the winter of 1874-75, about
half-past nine: he called me into the hou.se, and said:
*The poor folk up at Shop will all perish this very night
of cold. John Ode is ill, and cannot go: can you get
there alive?'
* If you please, sir, I will, if you'll allow rne»' I said.
'Take them these four bottles of brandy,* he says; and
he brought up four bottles with never so much as the corks
drawed. 'Now,' says he, 'what will you have yourself?*
And I says, 'Gin, if you plase, sir,1 I says. And he poured
me out gin and water; and then he ^I'ccl rnc a lemonade
bottle o? gin for me to put in my sidc-porket. 'That'll
keep you alive/ he says, * before you conic back/ So he
fulled me up before I started and sent me oil to Shop, to
four old people's houses, with a bottle of brandy for each.
And then he says: * There's two shillings for yourself; and
you keep pulling at that bottle, and you'll keep yourself
alive afore you come back.* So I went there, and
delivered the bottles; and I'd had enough before I started
to bring me home again, so I didn't uncork my bottle
of gin.
And it isn't once, it's scores o' times, he's looked out o*
window, after I've going home at night, and shouted to
me: 'Here, stay! come back; Vinson/ and he's gone
into the larder, and cut off great pieces of meat, and sent
me with them, and p'raps brandy or wine, to some poor
soul; and he always gi'ed me a shilling, either then or
next day, for myself, besides meat and drink.

